VII
THE CHIEF OF REBELS

" IT is time that I ceased to fill the world/' said the
dying Victor Hugo, and we recognise the truth of the
saying; though with a smile, For each generation
must find its own way, nor would it be a consolation
to have even the greatest of ancient prophets living still
But yet there breathes from the living a more intimate
influence, for which an immortality of fame cannot
compensate. When men like Tolstoy die, the world
is colder as well as more empty. They have passed
outside the common dangers and affections of man's
warm-blooded circle, lighted by the sun and moon.
Their spirit may go marching on ; it may become im-
mortal and shine with an increasing radiance, perpetual
as the sweet influences of the Pleiades. But tlTeir
place in the heavens is fixed. We can no longer watch
how they will meet the glorious or ingl<5rious uncer-
tainties of the daily conflict. We can no longer make
appeal for their succour against the new positions and
new encroachments of the eternal adversary. The
sudden splendour of action is no longer theirs, and if
we would know the loss implied in that difference, let
us imagine that Tolstoy had digd before the summer
of 1908, when he uttered his overwhelming protest
against the political massacres ordained by Russia.
In place of that protest, in place of the poignant
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